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moment, it seemed an age. What he would have done,
had the moment continued, he ever afterwards hesi-
tated to consider. His uncertainties, the maddening
indecisions of the past months, might have burst in an
annihilating tempest over his mind, have led him to-
wards an abyss of animal rage. It so happened, however,
that, at the end of the twenty seconds, there came from
the street, through the open window, the obscene wail-
ings of two amorous cats. . . . The absurd, offensive
noise somehow cleared his brain. He was conscious of
shame, bitter, overwhelming. . , . He, an English
gentleman, a Fitzwarren! His forehead was* dank and
cold with sweat. He mopped it with his handkerchief,
dully, mechanically. In one of his knuckles he was
conscious of pain, and, glancing at it, he saw the skin
was broken and bleeding. Her teeth, in that disgrace-
ful struggle, had bitten through his flesh. . . .

A great shudder passed over him.

"Natasha!" he gasped.

She did not move or speak, only for an instant
opened her eyes and looked at him inscrutably. Iff
was amazed that, at such a crisis, she was still the same,
still aloof, withdrawn, impenetrable.

"Forgive me, Natasha!" he pleaded.

The deep eyes closed. Faintly, as though from far
away,

" You had better go," she said.

He stumbled across the room. At the door he turned.
"Good-bye, Natasha/' he tried, a last flicker of hope
rising in his heart.

He waited a little while, but there was no response.

Very quietly, feeling for the first time in his life like
an uncaught criminal, sooner or later to be brought to
book, he made his way downstairs and out into the street,